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And she, new-risen from childbed, hither carne
To taste the savour and sweetness of the sea,
I think, with no mind you should follow her >
Nor am myself, howbeit you hold me hers,
And of one counsel to put down your hopes,
More near her favour; one man's eye alone
Sees her face favourable, one only ear
Hears her speak soft; if he be friend of mine,
You know as I know.

Darnley.                  Why, ye are reconciled;

I have heard what care she had to appease both parts,
When you before her face had braved him, saying,
Ere he reft Maitland's forfeit land and state
Some score as honourable as he should die,
And she had cast herself across your wrath
With reconciling passion ; ay, my lord,
Take note we are not so dull of ear or brain
But we hear word of you and understand
The traitors that ye all are, all, to me,
The false heart and the lying lips that serve
The murderous meaning of your will, and hers
The first and worst.    What, will ye have my life?
Is it my helpless blood that she would take
To serve for christening water to her child,
And for the font no gift of English gold
Though bright and hollow and void as English love,
But the strait coffin, the vile shell of death,
That hides and bears me graveward? but I live,
To save myself and to revenge I live,
And will not die for all you.